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Tragedy has finally bro light the Roman family together ( 6 / 64 ). 

Yes, Roberto, Das and Ingrid are again a family, and for a few short 
moments before the final tragedy struck, Roberto assumed his responsibilities as 
head of a family. His total lack of experience led to the tragedy. I dont think we 
have ever had a gander who would have let it happen, but then all the others have 
been both sires and fathers. Roberto never knew what it was to be a father until 
it was too late. 

There has been social turmoil in the flock, for we have been forced to 
liquidate it. All of our wonder breeders have permanent homes, where they will be 
happy, well cared for, allowed to live out their normal lives in peace, and p rhaps 
even loved. In order to effect this, it was 'n some cases necessary to rupture 

marriages. And it aL.l happened during the breeding season. We had no control over 
this, and after Hie first unhappiness has owrn off, all the geese will again be 
happy in new family realtionships, where they have been formed. 

All the late winter and early spring Ingrid had been a loner. She has 
kept away from all the other stock, emotionally and physically. She learned how to 
get out two ways- along the road and toward the hen house. Unlike most geese, she 
also learned how to get ha ck. When she was on the pike, I need only walk toward her 




and she d march to the place near the west end of the brooder house and, awkwardly. 



jump over it and down the steep bank. (Movies of this) 

Not once has she gone near any other goose of either sex, to ray obser- 
vation. She hasn’t come when the other were fed their goodies. 

But at sane point, perhaps on one of the occasions when the flock was 
being dispersed, if for only one time, she had a mate. If she was a virgin btffore- 

and everything in my knowledge says she was- she isn’t now. At least once there was 
a romantic attachment, to an Emden. It came late, and she laid onfty? two eggs 
thereafter. 

Both hatched. One gosling looked like Ingred, true to the Roman type. The 
ither was a typical Emden. 

Ingrid was not what you could call a good mother. Perhaps she spent too 
many aduly years without the emotion or experience of motherhood. If she hsd any of 
the attributes of motherhood, they didn’t show in the way she cared for those two. 
She tolerated them, and they instinctively followed ter. Much of the time they were 
on their owh, and we especially feared s turtle in the pond might catch them. 

Before the fi:st tragedy struck, we worried much about this trio. Ingrid 
would go where she wanted, and the young ones would follow her only if the jt felt 
like. Sometimes she’d go down to the tenant house, and the youngsters trailed along. 




None of the other geese ever found Ingrid secret passage. We thought they 



were all securely fenced, and we intended that, not only to keep the geese home 
but to keep predators out, at least as much as possible. The tenant house was out- 
side this fence. Foxes frqU8ntly crossed the road near it at night, srd we knew 
there were 'coons and possums. 

As the weeks passed, however, Ingrid still had her twins. Often she had 



only one with her, but we could tell she still had the two because they were so 
different. Her neglect made them more independent, snd they did pretty much what th 
they wanted, when and how they wanted, and -there wasn't much we could do about it 
except to worry and short the turtles as we saw they. 

Reconciled to this unhappy state of affairs, we checked on them in a 
perfunctory way, and we grew accustomed to not seeing Ingrid or either or both 
of her offspring. Sooner or later we'd see them. 

Early one morning a two-month drought broke just as I was leading for the 
doctor's. As I entered the car I saw one of x ngrid's babies running around in 
bedraggled terror. It had never seen rain before, had gotten through the fence, and 
couldn’t find its way back. Ingrid was on the other side, hissing threats and 
imprecations at me, and strangely enough, Roberto and Das were by her side. with 
some manipulation and maneuvering, I finally got the young one through the gate 
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without the other coming out. I returned to the house to dry myself and change 
into dry clothing and told my wife what had happened and took off. 

When I got back that night the welcome rain had ended, and so had 

Ingrid’s family. The seo second gosling- we never found the first - had set up 
such a clammor my wife had heard it over the storm. She brought it into the house, 

almost drowned, and it made a valiant effort. It spewed out what water it could, aid 
she wiped it as dry as she could, then wrapped it in a dry towel. It finally died 
only a few minutes he fore I got home. 

Periodically after my departure, my wife had watched them. She never daw 
more than one gosling at a time. But when it wasn't with Ingrid, Roberto seei© d 
satisfied, if not overjoyed, with its company, and he made awkward, inexperienced 
instinctive attempts to protect it from the weather. Between the two of them, the 
gosling was sheltered, if not completely, at least enough to keep it from 
drowning. My wife, reassured and quite surprised at this first indication of any 
feeling of fatherhood on Roberto’s part, returned to her other duties. 

Somehow or another, it got separated from Roberto and Ingrid, and 
returned to the point closest to our home ad cried until my wife heard it. 
Unfortunately, it had become almost completely waterlogged by then. Although my 



wife hoped for its survival, the chances were almost zero 
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But that one brief part of a day, that one irresponsible taste of the 
joys of parenthood, that one brief indication of an emptiness he never before 
knew existed in his life, began what I like to tink will be the reform of Roberto. 
From that day to this, he shows no partiality between Ingrid and Das and, mere 
important, no enmity to Ingrid. The three are inspera ble. By daylight each morning, 
with a week of coaxing behind it, they now are quietly waiting at t e gate for my 
appearance. They greet it with loud honks, and I feed them. But they get nothing 
unless they take it from my hand. They end reluctant, grab hard end fast and run, 
all in the same motion. Often they drop the bread they have seized. But I have 
made a beginning, s breakthrough, after all these years. When they get their new 
home, they will be less afraid and pergaps in time will come to look forward to the 
hand feeding that is a delight of even our wild geese. 

Poor Roberto, I keep thinking. What has happened to h im --- is he getting 
old and mellow? Imagine him trying to care for the child whose father he wasn’t, 
and then taking back the former wife who had finally, asdzaEiyzafteEzthen^zz 



been unfaithful, and not until then! 




